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	1. Chapter 1: First Day Back

**Hey, this is my first SwanQueen fanfic. I hope you like it!**

**I don't actually have any knowledge of Art History, I'm just making it up as I go along, so please bear with me! Also, I'm British so I have no idea how American college works, again just making it up! Sorry if it's totally wrong!**

* * *

><p><strong>7am<strong>

"Ugh" Emma groaned as she rolled over, her alarm ringing incessantly. She reached over to her bedside table and fumbled with the touchscreen of her iPhone, bleary eyes adjusting to the bright screen as she thumped in her passcode, rendering the alarm silent. It was the first day back at college after Christmas break and Emma was exhausted, only having just returned late last night from a full on 6 week stay with her family in Storybrooke. She loved her hometown but man, she didn't know how long she could stand the seemingly endless stream of extended family nosing into her business. If she had to hear one more question about school, her love life or her future, she was going to rip her hair out.

Emma rolled out of bed and sauntered over to the mirror, rubbing her eyes and pushing her blonde hair out of her face. She sighed, gathering up her towel and shower caddy before quickly making her way to the girls bathroom.

"Shit." She exclaimed, walking straight into someone whilst wiping the sleep from her eyes. "I'm really sorry" she said, staring up at the smiling face before her.

"Emma!" The girl said brightly.

"Belle!" Said Emma, returning the brunette's smile.

Emma and Belle had become pretty good friends in the first months of their freshman year, often wandering into each others rooms armed with movies and junk food. Though they lived in the same dorm, they hadn't spoken until Emma noticed Belle receiving unwanted attention from a douchey frat boy at one of the first Beta Pi parties of their Freshman year. Emma had quickly intervened when she saw Belle trying and failing to push away a pair of wandering hands, informing the frat boy that 'Brad needed him to go and get some more tequila.' The boy groaned, staring angrily at Emma before slumping away from the two of them.

"Thank god." Belle sighed.

"You okay?" Emma asked.

"Yeah, fine thanks. He was getting a little too familiar, if you know what I mean." Emma smiled sympathetically.

"Yeah, I noticed."

Belle looked up at her inquisitively.

"Wait. Did you just make that Brad thing up to rescue me?" She asked. Emma laughed.

"Girls gotta stick together right?" She winked. Belle smiled prettily.

"Right. Thanks. My hero" She grinned, pretending to swoon.

The pair quickly bonded over tequila shots and a shared hatred of drunken frat boys.

"How was your Christmas?" Belle asked, reaching her arms out and pulling her into a hug.

"It was good, thanks." Emma replied, her chin resting on Belle's shoulder. "How was yours?" She continued, pulling back from the hug.

"Yeah it was really great thanks. All my cousins came over from England, who I haven't seen in like 5 years, so that was cool." She said, smiling warmly at Emma.

"Sounds great!" Emma smiled back, noting how fresh and beautiful Belle looked. Belle was one of those girls who just rolled out of bed looking amazing. Something Emma hadn't failed to notice on the few occasions Belle had crashed in her room, especially seeing as she usually looked like she'd been run over most mornings. Though she didn't see Belle as anything more than a friend, she wasn't blind to her beauty, and she couldn't help but notice her long, smooth legs in the tiny pyjama shorts she was wearing. She ran a hand through her hair and pulled her eyes back up to meet Belle's, who was blushing slightly.

"Anyway, I'm gonna hit the showers. Catch up later?" Emma said, reaching out and giving her arm a squeeze.

"For sure." Belle replied smilingly as Emma walked off to the bathroom.

**11.30am**

Emma's morning classes proved uneventful. They mainly consisted of going over the syllabus for the coming semester, her professors droning on about how students who didn't put the effort in, in their second semester of freshman year, and let their grades slip, were on a path to destruction. Pretty heavy stuff for the first day back. Emma was too tired to take any of it in, her mind wandering to what she was going to have for lunch, due to her stomach growling in protest at the lack of breakfast. She was allowed to slack off a little on her first day back. Besides, Emma was an exceptional student, so she had little fear of the heavy workload due to be inflicted on her over the coming semester. She would have to snap out of her daze before her Art History class though, Professor Mills would not be happy if she caught her daydreaming. Her mind began to cloud with thoughts of her Art History professor, until they were quickly interrupted by the sounds of everyone around her gathering their things and standing up to leave. Emma quickly joined them and began packing her notepad and pens back into her bag. 'Great, lunchtime' she thought hungrily.

**1pm**

After gorging on a chicken salad sandwich and a large bag of potato chips, Emma wandered over to the humanities building across campus. Art History was her favourite class, and she had every intention of making it her major. She had been enthralled by art ever since she was a little girl and her mother had taken her on a trip across Europe, exploring various museums and art galleries. Her mother was an avid collector and Emma was fascinated by everything she saw. Her childhood home was filled with various pieces of modern and classic art. Throughout her adolescence she had visited every gallery and museum in her proximity, taken art classes and read every book on the subject she could get her hands on. She had returned to Europe last year, taking a year out after graduating high school to travel, immerse herself in the culture and see as much art and as many cultural landmarks as possible. She had spent three months in France, three in Greece, three in Italy and the remaining three in London, her favourite city. She was now fluent in French and Italian, opting to take both classes in addition to Art History, Philosophy and Literature.

Emma dropped her bag on the floor and settled into her seat near the front of the class, pulling out her notes from last semester and going over their study topics for this semester. She had almost finished reading when she heard the door to the front left of the room open and shut, closely followed by the familiar clack of high heels on vinyl floor that made her heart quicken. She glanced up at the figure that was striding purposefully into the room. Emma could feel her mouth run dry at the sight of her teacher. The blazer and briefcase she carried were slung onto her desk before she reached for a pen and turned to write on the board, giving Emma a perfect view of her incredible ass. The tight pencil skirt, which Emma swore, she wore just to taunt her, hugged her in all the right places, accentuating every curve of her remarkable figure. Oh yeah, Emma had it _bad _for her Art History professor. It was extremely rare that Emma ever let a girl (or woman, in the professors case) get under her skin, in fact, she never did, but there was something about Professor Mills that she felt inexplicably drawn to. It wasn't just that she was hot (though she was _extremely_ hot), it was something about her presence, the way she moved and spoke, that exuded sex. And Emma was captivated by her.

The other students in her class nicknamed her 'The Evil Queen' because of her penchant for being tough on grades and a tendency to be kind of bitchy. Emma, however, liked that Professor Mills was a hardass. It was incentive to work harder and, not to mention, _really fucking attractive_. Over the first few months of freshman year Emma thought she and the professor had built up a kind of mutual respect towards each other. Emma was clearly the brightest in the class, and her passion and talent for Art History had not gone unnoticed. Professor Mills had made several positive comments on her past work, which had pleased Emma greatly, because she didn't make those comments often… or ever. The professor finally turned to survey the class, her dark brown eyes gazing over the sea of faces before landing on Emma's. Emma could feel her heart beat a little harder, but she never made her attraction towards the professor obvious. Playing it cool, she smiled slightly, and could have sworn she saw the corners of her lips tug upwards in return before her expression hardened and she began the lecture.

Professor Mills wasted no time going over the syllabus, expecting everyone to already be familiar with it. Instead, she launched into an in depth lecture on the impact Greek mythology had on western art and literature. Emma paused from her note taking every once in a while to glance up at the professor. Watching her mouth move as she spoke, the way she ran her tongue over her top lip between sentences, making Emma bite down on her bottom lip in response. Emma's eyes glazed over the professors marvellous body, the buttons of her blouse opened up enough to expose a hint of cleavage. Her dark brown hair sat perfectly on slender shoulders, matching dark eyes which gazed coolly over the class. She watched as she gestured to the slides on the board, graceful, manicured fingers pointing to specific references. Emma noted the movement in her hips as she walked across the room, and her toned calves, which were accentuated by a pair of expensive Manolo's. Emma had a perfect view of it all, but nothing enticed her more than her teachers face. Her high cheekbones and strong jaw looked like they had been carved by gods, her smooth skin a perfect shade of olive. And her mouth, that mouth which Emma thought of often. Full lips painted a dark shade of crimson, always slightly glistening from where she licked them, covering perfect, white teeth.

"Ms. Swan?"

Emma snapped out of her daydream to find her professor staring expectedly at her.

"Yes?" She asked, feeling a slight blush creep up her neck. 'Fuck' she thought. 'I really hope she didn't notice me staring.' She definitely did not want Professor Mills to think of her as one of the many graceless students who had a crush on her, it was totally not her style. She levelled the professors gaze, appearing unaffected by her obliviousness as to why she had been called upon.

"I was hoping you could tell us the story behind this painting?" She asked levelly, gesturing to the board, the corners of her lips curving up into a slight smirk.

Emma glanced up at the painting and instantly recognised it as the famous 'Leda and the Swan', originally painted by Leonardo Da Vinci. It was in fact, one of her favourite pieces of classic art. Emma looked back at her professor, who was waiting expectantly for an answer, her arms folded.

"Leda and the Swan." She stated. "It was originally painted by Leonardo Da Vinci sometime around 1504." She paused, glancing at Professor Mills, who nodded, imploring her to continue. Emma took a short breath.

"It depicts a story from Greek mythology in which the god Zeus, in the form of a swan, seduces or rapes Leda. According to later Greek mythology, Leda bore Helen and Polydeuces, children of Zeus, while at the same time bearing Castor and Clytemnestra, children of her husband Tyndareus, the King of Sparta. The original Da Vinci version of this painting is lost, rumoured to have been deliberately destroyed, and was last recorded in the French royal Château de Fontainebleau in 1625 by Cassiano dal Pozzo. However, there are several copies, the most famous of which resides in the Borghese Gallery in Rome. It's quite breathtaking."

She stopped when she felt every eye in the class boring into her. They weren't ignorant to her intellect, but they definitely didn't know the full extent of her knowledge on the subject. She glanced around at the impressed expressions of her peers and shyly ran a hand through her hair, before turning back to look at her teacher, who's eyes slightly widened, then quickly narrowed, as she peered at her student with intrigue.

"You've seen the Sodoma replica?" She asked with a raised brow.

"Yes, and the Da Sesto version in England also." She paused, basking in the look of surprised impression on her teacher's face.

"I travelled around Europe last year." She explained, shrugging her shoulders slightly. The professor held her gaze for a moment longer before glancing around the room.

"Well, it's nice to know that at least one of my students is actually interested in the subject." She stated. The rest of the class shrunk back in their seats as Professor Mills continued with her lecture. Emma picked up her pen and continued her note-taking, smiling contentedly to herself, knowing that she had impressed the unimpressionable.

The class ended with everyone walking down to the front desk to collect their graded papers on early Renaissance paintings, which were handed in before the Christmas break. Before Emma reached the front desk she heard her name being called from behind. She turned round and saw Ruby heading towards her, a bright smile plastered across her face. Emma groaned inwardly. Ruby was a Delta Kappa sorority girl who hit on Emma every chance she got. There had been numerous occasions at several parties where Ruby had flirted shamelessly with Emma in an attempt to sleep with her, and Emma had awkwardly deflected several kiss attempts, but Ruby never seemed to get the message. It wasn't that she wasn't attractive. I mean, she was drop-dead gorgeous. Long brown hair, incredible bone structure, curves in all the right places, full lips and legs that went on for days. She was every frat boys dream. But Emma wasn't interested in being some drunken sorority girls 'college lesbian experience.' In fact, she resented the notion, which is why she repeatedly turned Ruby down.

"Hey!" She exclaimed, bounding over to Emma and enveloping her in a tight hug. Emma huffed slightly, the surprise embrace knocking some of the wind out of her, but she begrudgingly returned it.

"Hey Ruby." She exhaled.

"How was your Christmas?" She asked excitedly.

'It was fine thanks, how was yours?" Emma replied, running a hand through her hair.

"Oh my god it was amazing! My parents took me and my brother to the Bahamas. Totally lush." She grinned.

"Sounds great." Emma replied, wanting desperately to remove herself from the conversation. She turned to get her paper, but Ruby grabbed her arm and pulled her back round.

"Hey so, I was wondering." She started. Emma internally rolled her eyes. 'What now?' She thought, raising her eyebrows expectedly.

"You're like, crazy good at all this stuff." She said, gesturing around the room. "Like you obviously really know your shit, and I really, really need to pass this class."

Emma didn't like where this conversation was heading…

"So, I was wondering if you would tutor me? Please? Pretty please? I really need your help." She pouted.

"Umm."

Emma really didn't like the prospect of being alone with Ruby. But, it was obvious that Ruby had no idea when it came to Art History. Emma suspected she was failing the class, and felt a little sorry for her. She looked up at Ruby's hopeful face and knew she couldn't say no. 'God dammit' she thought.

"Sure, Rubes. I'll help you out." She smiled defeatedly. A wide smile erupted across Ruby's face.

"Eee!" She squealed, jumping up and pulling her into another tight hug.

"Oh. Okay." Emma exhaled, laughing slightly.

"I promise I'll make it worth your while." She grinned, her eyes darkening slightly.

'Oh god. What have I gotten myself into.' Emma thought, trying her best to give a convincing smile.

"So." Ruby started, stepping forward and reaching out to play with the shirt fabric covering Emma's arm. Her eyes gazing lustfully into Emma's, who raised her eyebrows in response.

"Are you coming to the Delta party this Friday night?" She asked expectedly, pulling at the fabric of her blouse. 'She literally could not be more blatant.' Emma thought to herself.

"I was planning on making an appearance, yes." She exhaled, running her hand through her hair. Ruby watched as her hand disappeared into her blonde curls. She grinned sexily at Emma.

"Good. Parties are always more fun when you're there" She said flirtily. "I'll text you details about the tutoring thing later." She said before turning to the desk, grabbing her paper and running past Emma, winking as their shoulders brushed.

Emma exhaled loudly and looked up to find Professor Mills staring back at her, a slight smirk playing on her full lips, she had obviously overheard the entire conversation, as they were the only two people left in the room. Emma laughed slightly and raised her eyebrows embarrassedly, running her hand through her hair as she approached the other woman.

"She's right you know." The professor stated. Emma blinked at her confusedly. "About you knowing your stuff." She said, smiling slightly.

"Oh. Uh. Thanks Professor Mills." Emma grinned. The professor paused, holding her gaze for a moment.

"I was thoroughly impressed by the paper you turned in last semester. Your knowledge of Renaissance art is quite remarkable. It made some of my senior's look like amateurs." She said, handing Emma's paper over to her. Emma glanced down, her gaze immediately averted to the big 'A' circled at the top of her paper. She couldn't stop the smile that stretched across her face.

"Wow. Thanks Professor Mills. I really appreciate it. I know how hard it is to get a good grade in this class." Emma replied, grinning sheepishly.

"Well you needn't thank me, you earned the grade. As do my other students earn the grades I give them." She said with a knowing look, folding her arms. Emma let out a short laugh.

"Fair enough." She said, looking up at the professor, smiling lazily. "Well, I better get going." She said, picking up her backpack and hoisting it over one shoulder. Just as she turned to leave the professor called her name.

"Emma."

"Mm." She replied, turning back round expectantly. Professor Mills walked round to the front of her desk, perching on the end and crossing her legs. Emma's eyes widened slightly as her skirt was pushed up by the motion, revealing a pair of smooth, plentiful thighs. If the professor had seen her eyes wander, she certainly didn't act like she'd noticed, instead she removed her reading glasses and folded her arms.

"I'm working on a project with a few of my most promising upperclassmen. But, even with their help the workload is proving quite difficult to manage alongside my other various commitments." Emma nodded in understanding. 'Where is she going with this…' She wondered.

"Usually I would never ask a freshman to assist with my work outside of the University, but your penchant for the subject thus far has proved to be very impressive, not to mention your passion and knowledge is inspired. I think you may be a very valuable asset to the team. That is, if you're interested?" She asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Seriously?" Emma stared incredulously, completely baffled by her offer.

"Yes, seriously. But don't make this decision lightly, Emma. If you agree to work with me I will demand your fullest attention for the entirety of the project. That means a lot of hours, and a lot of sacrifices made on your part. But, your assistance on this project could prove incredibly beneficial to your future… I assume you'll be majoring in Art History?" She asked.

"Of course." Emma replied.

"Well then, let's just say, if you agree, your future is set." She stated plainly, unfolding her arms and placing them on either side of her, perfectly manicured fingers curling over the edges of the desk, her chin lifted towards Emma, who was completely dumbstruck. There was no way she could refuse this offer, right? It was an incredible opportunity for a _senior_, let alone a freshman six months into college. It may demand a lot of her time but the thought of working closely with Professor Mills was too great an opportunity to pass up.

"I'm 100% in." Emma said, her face breaking into a wide smile.

"Good." The professor replied, returning the smile. "I will email you with a meeting time so we can discuss the project and answer any questions you may have." She said, gathering up her papers and returning them to her briefcase.

"Thank you, Professor. Seriously, for the opportunity. I won't let you down." Emma said, her goofy smile still reaching both ears.

"I don't doubt it." Professor Mills replied, glancing up at her quickly before returning to her briefcase.

Emma took a last look at the professor before turning round and walking out of the lecture hall.

'Holy shit' she thought.

—

**Stay tuned for the next chaper! :) Please leave a comment if you like it! Or if you don't, any feedback is appreciated!**


	2. Chapter 2: The First Meeting & The Party

**Hey guys!**

**Thanks so much for the favourites, follows and comments so far! I really appreciate all the positive feedback! :) So, I've had some free time over the past few days and have boshed out a new chapter. It's a little longer than the last one, which I'm sure you will all appreciate, but future chapters probably won't be this long, so enjoy it while you can! **

* * *

><p><strong>4pm<strong>

_Friday. 9am. My office. 3rd floor of the humanities building, 2nd corridor on the left. We shall discuss the project._

_- R_

Professor Mills' email the next day caused butterflies in the pit of Emma's stomach. She still couldn't believe she had asked her. _Her_. _Emma_. _Freshman_. To work alongside her on, what was obviously an important project. Her stomach reeled with anticipation at their meeting, and at the prospect of working with her crush for what could be a considerable amount of time. 'Crush.' Emma cringed at the word. She supposed it was a kind of a crush, but she preferred to think of it as a (very strong) attraction. 'Crush' sounded so lame.

_I'll be there!_

_- Emma._

_Does the exclamation point make me seem too excited? Too childish?_ She thought to herself, looking back over the short email. _Oh, get a grip, Swan._ She thought, shaking her head at her ridiculousness. But, the professor made her nervous. _Really_ nervous. And she never got nervous around women. She wanted to impress her, but she didn't want it to look like she wanted to impress her. Her head was swimming with a million thoughts on how to handle their meeting. _Just play it cool._ She thought, overanalysing her every possible move. She was giving herself a headache. _Jesus, Swan, she's just a normal person._ _A normal, ridiculously sexy, intimidating person… Fuck_. She thought. The woman was really messing with her head. She didn't know how to handle this situation. This had never happened to her before. She was totally flustered, and it was freaking her out. _Look. Just go in there, listen, nod, ask a couple of questions, seem interested, but not overly-excited. Be yourself. You're Emma Swan. Cool as a cucumber._ 'Cool as a cucumber!?' She thought. Jesus, she really was losing it.

**7am**

On Friday morning she woke up at 7am. Nerves brimming in the pit of her stomach as she remembered her 9 o'clock meeting with the professor. She threw off the covers, stood up, grabbed her towel and shower caddy and headed out of her room. Crossing paths, once again, with Belle, who grinned quizzically upon seeing her.

"Hey, you're up early. Class?" She questioned.

"No, actually. I have a meeting with Professor Mills." Emma smiled.

"Oh, the Art History teacher?" Belle asked.

"Yeah"

"I've heard she's a real hardass. What did you do? You in trouble?" She asked, wiggling her eyebrows. Emma laughed.

"No, no, nothing like that. Actually, she asked for my help on a project she's working on. Should be pretty cool." Emma shrugged.

"Wow Em, that's great!" She beamed, excited for her friend.

"Thanks B. Hey, you going to the Delta party later?"

"Def! David asked me to go with him." She said, smiling. David was another boy in their dorm who had a huge crush on Belle, which she was completely oblivious to.

"Oooh, a date?" Emma asked, her eyebrows raised.

"What? No!" Belle laughed, then looked serious. "Why, do you think it's a date?" She asked nervously.

"Could be. He's got a pretty serious crush on you." Emma replied, now it was her turn to wiggle her eyebrows.

"Seriously?" She asked confusedly, her mind wandering.

"Duh! Haven't you noticed the way he looks at you with those big puppy dog eyes!?"

"He does not!" She exclaimed.

"Oh my god B, you're so oblivious! Anyway, you should definitely go with him. He's pretty hot, for a dude."

"You think so?" She asked seriously.

"For sure! You get that, girl!" Emma laughed, bumping her hip against Belle's.

"Shut up!" She laughed embarrassedly, giving her a playful bat on the arm. "Anyway, you better go. Wouldn't want to keep the Evil Queen waiting." She winked. "I'll see you tonight?" She questioned as she began to walk away.

"I'll text you!" Emma called after her as she made her way to the bathrooms.

**9am**

Emma took a deep breath before she knocked on the door to Professor Mills' office.

"Come in." Came a voice from the other side.

Emma pushed the door open tentatively.

"Hi." She smiled, popping her head round the door.

"Emma. Please." The professor said warmly, gesturing to the seat opposite her desk.

Emma stepped into the room and was immediately captivated by an exquisite nude painting hanging on the wall to the right of her. Emma wandered over to it and her mouth fell open when she realised.

"Is that… The original Modigliani?" She asked, turning to face the professor, who noted her with curiosity. She smiled and pushed her chair back to stand up.

"Unfortunately, no. Just a very good replica." She said, walking over to where Emma was stood.

"It's uncanny." Emma replied, still marvelling at the image.

"Well I should hope so, it cost me an arm and a leg. Not as much as the original mind you. But it's my favourite owned piece." Said the professor, standing beside Emma, their shoulders brushing ever so slightly. Emma felt a blush creep up her neck at the contact.

"It's beautiful." Emma breathed, turning to face the professor.

The two women smiled at each other warmly. Emma's heart fluttered in her chest. Their faces were in such close proximity that Emma couldn't help but let her eyes flicker down to the other woman's mouth. She noticed a small scar that ran along her top lip, deeply embedded amongst the plump crimson. Emma's blue eyes returned to meet dark chocolate orbs. She noticed the professors eyes widen ever so slightly before she shifted back a step.

"Thank you." She smiled, returning to her desk.

Emma walked over to join her on the other side. The phrase _play it cool, play it cool, play it cool_ running through her head multiple times as she reached into her backpack for her notepad.

**9.30am**

The rest of the meeting went by with nothing serious to report. The professor informed her that the project she would be working on was actually a book the professor was writing on the influence the renaissance period had on modern art. She told her that her last paper had confirmed her decision to take Emma on board, as her passion and knowledge for the subject was glaringly obvious. Emma was to regularly liaise with the seniors and gather research materials for the professor. Their first meeting was the following Monday and Emma had to bring something substantial to present.

"I was hoping that you may have some insight on the subject that the others lack. Something unique, a different angle. I want this book to be different from the numerous others out there. It's main purpose is to inform, yes. But I want passion on the pages, not just the facts. Do you understand what I mean?" The professor asked. Emma nodded.

"Definitely. I always feel, when reading books like these, they lack a sort of… Personal touch. It's like, the lights are on but no one's home, you know? The facts are there, but there's nothing the writer is telling me that's drawing me in. I want to feel it." Emma paused when she noticed the way the professor was looking at her.

"Exactly." She smiled. Giving Emma a glimpse of her perfect, white teeth. Emma laughed embarrassedly and ran a hand through her hair.

"Sorry, I tend to get a bit carried away sometimes." She smiled.

"No, no. Carried away is exactly what we need." The professor replied. Emma nodded.

"I actually have a couple of books at home that may be of interest, and one in my room that definitely will be. That is, if you haven't read them already. I'll call my mom later and get her to send me a list of titles, then I'll forward that to you and anything you haven't read I'll get her to send over." Emma said, packing away her notebook.

"That would be great, thank you Emma."

"Sure, no problem. I'll probably get started on all this tonight." She said. The professor cocked an eyebrow at her, a slight smile tugging at the corner of her lips.

"I thought you had a party to go to tonight?" The professor asked. Emma paused for a moment, confused. Then remembered the conversation she and Ruby had, had in front of the professor a few days previous.

"Ah." Emma breathed. "Yes." She laughed slightly. "Umm… It's cool, I wasn't that bothered about going to be honest. I'd actually rather be doing this than getting hit on by a bunch of drunk sorority girls." Emma said laughing. Her smile dropped when she noticed the professors smirk, and the realisation of what she just said hit her.

"Oh. Um. Not like that. I mean. Ha. I didn't mean for that to sound as arrogant as it probably did." She stuttered, her cheeks flushing.

"Not at all. If Ruby's behaviour towards you is any indication of her friends' then I have no doubt that what you just said is true." Said the professor, folding her arms, the smirk still evident on her lips. Emma couldn't help but laugh.

"Well, Ruby's… Ruby I guess." She said. "I think she just likes the attention."

"But you agreed to be her tutor?" The professor asked, her brow still raised.

"I know. I have a feeling I'm going to regret that decision." Emma sighed. "It's proving difficult convincing her that the library is a more appropriate place to study than her room." Emma paused. _Is this conversation appropriate?_ She thought. I mean, the obvious subtext was how Ruby wanted to have sex with her. _Maybe I pushed it too far…_ Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of rich laughter coming from the Professor. Emma smiled at the sound, it was low, husky and _really fucking sexy._

"That doesn't surprise me. Judging from her work I'd say she doesn't even know where the on campus library is." She laughed, clamping a hand over her mouth in shock when she realised what she'd said. Emma's eyes widened and her mouth dropped open slightly.

"Ooh, that was cold." She said, then burst out laughing. The teacher began to laugh behind her hand. Her dark brown eyes glittering.

"I should not have said that." She said, trying to stifle her laughter.

"It's cool. I won't tell anyone. It'll be our little secret." Emma said with a wink, standing up and gathering her things. It had sounded a little flirty, but, whatever. No harm in that, right?

'Right, so. I'll see you on Monday at 5?" Emma said.

"Right." Replied the professor, holding out her hand. Emma glanced down at her elegant fingers and noticed there was no wedding ring. She smiled to herself and took her hand in her own, shaking it lightly. She felt electricity course through her fingers at their touch. Glancing up she noticed the professor giving her an curious look before they let go of each other's hands.

"Bye." Emma smiled, turning to walk out of the office.

"Goodbye Emma." Professor Mills replied, sitting back down in her chair.

_Damn._ She thought as she closed the door. She could have sworn there was some chemistry there. 

* * *

><p><strong>7.30pm<strong>

_Hey. We're meeting outside Delta at 9.30. You in? -B_

Emma glanced down from her laptop at her phone. She'd been working for the last few hours on Professor Mills' project and was getting some really good stuff together. _Shit. _She thought. She had completely forgotten to text Belle that she wasn't going to the party.

_Shit. Really sorry B, totally forgot to text you. I can't make it. Have to start working on Prof. Mills' project. - E_

_What! Seriously? Can't you come for a couple of hours? :( I can't go with just David!_ She replied.

Emma sighed. She probably could afford to go for a little while, but honestly, she really didn't feel like it.

_Pretty please :(:(:( _

Another text from Belle came through. Emma hated disappointing her friends. She was about to text back when there was a knock at her door. She got up and opened it. Belle was standing in her doorway with a pouty look on her face.

"Pleaseeee!" She whined. "You have to come!" Emma rolled her eyes and sighed.

"Seriously B, I have so much work to do. You know The Evil Queen's reputation. I can't fuck this up!" She said, groaning.

"Come on. Can't you just leave it for like an hour. Just an hour! Just until I've had a little bit to drink and I don't feel so awkward. Please!" She said, pouting and batting her eyelashes. Emma couldn't resist her adorable face. She groaned.

"Ugh, fine! One hour, that's it. Then I have to get back. Deal?"

"Deal." Belle agreed, grinning.

"Right, shall I come get you from your room at 9.30?" Emma asked.

"Actually, I'm getting ready at Elsa's. So, I'll meet you outside Delta if that's cool?" She asked hopefully.

"Yeah, sure. Okay, I have to finish some more work before I get ready, so I'll see you then." Emma said, closing her door. "Laters, B."

"Bye!" She called back as the door closed. Emma sighed and walked back over to her desk.

**9.20pm**

Emma applied the finishing touches to her make up and stood back to survey herself. She looked pretty good, she had to admit. She always looked good with a smoky eye and dark red lipstick. She was wearing black skinny jeans rolled up at the ankles, a white blouse with a few buttons undone, her lacy black bralette just visible underneath, and brown loafers. She flipped her blonde hair over to the side and reached for her black leather jacket, putting it on as she walked out the door.

**9.40pm**

Emma approached the Delta house at around 9.40 and saw Belle, Elsa and David stood outside waiting for her. Belle grinned as she walked up to them.

"You made it! I was scared you might bail." Belle smiled, pulling Emma in for a warm hug.

"Nah. I could never ditch my best girl!" She said. Belle smiled sweetly, blushing slightly.

"Hey Elsa." She said, turning to the blonde and giving her a hug.

"Hey! You look hot!" She said, staring Emma up and down.

"Thanks." Emma laughed.

"Nolan." She smiled, turning to the handsome blonde and wrapping an arm around his neck too.

"What's up, Em?" He asked.

"Nothing much, just preparing myself for another night of potential debauchery." She said, grinning.

"Belle said you probably weren't gonna stay long?" He frowned.

"Yeah. I wasn't referring to me." She said, eyeing him, then Belle. His eyes widened as he let out a nervous laugh.

"Ha. Yeah." He said, rubbing the back of his neck. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Shall we?" She said, gesturing to the house.

"Let's do it!" Said Elsa.

She could hear the music thumping from down the street. 'Omen' by Disclosure was blaring as they walked into the house, which was packed full of people drinking, shouting and laughing. Emma noticed a couple of girls flirtatiously looking her up and down as she walked through to the kitchen. She had a bit of a reputation around campus for being the 'hot lesbian.' She knew because Belle had told her after overhearing a group of sorority girls talking about it at a party. She wasn't arrogant about it, far from it. She thought it quite flattering really, and she certainly wasn't one to shy away from a bit of harmless flirting. But when drunk, obviously straight girls approached her, coming on crazy strong and telling her that they had 'never slept with a girl before', it completely turned her off. As if she was some meaningless experiment. It wasn't that she had never slept with straight girls, she had, of course. But she didn't want to be known as the local lesbian who bangs all the straight sorority chicks. It was a gross cliché, and there were enough dumb frat boys around to do that anyway. No, Emma wasn't interested in some drunken hook-up with a random girl at a party.

"Yo, Em. Beer?" David called over to her.

"God yes." She said. Plucking the red cup from his hands and drinking a few big gulps.

"EMMA!" She heard a voice squeal from across the room. Emma peered over her cup and saw Ruby bounding towards her, her breasts barely contained by the tiny crop top she was wearing. All the guys were staring at her chest as she bounced over. Emma groaned.

"Hey! Oof." She said as Ruby enveloped her into another bone crushing hug, causing some of her beer to spill onto the floor.

"Oops, sorry." Ruby giggled. "I've already had quite a few shots. What are you drinking, beer?" She asked, wrinkling her nose.

"Um, yeah. Want some?" Emma asked, offering her the cup.

"Ew, no thanks. Even the smell makes me gag." She said, pushing the cup back towards her. Emma took another sip and stared levelly at Ruby, who was looking her up and down.

"Fuck, Em. You look so hot. You always look hot, but you look _really _hot tonight." She said, biting her lip and gazing lustfully at Emma.

"Uh, thanks Rubes. You look good too." She said sheepishly, trying to think of a way out of the conversation.

"I'm looking forward to our tutoring session next week." Ruby said coyly.

"Yeah, cool. Hey, so, I can't stay long and I promised Belle I'd hang with her, so I'll catch you later, okay?" Ruby frowned.

"Belle?" She asked. "The pretty brunette?"

"Uh, yeah. Why?" Emma asked.

"She has a crush on you." Ruby smirked. Emma's eyes widened and she burst out laughing.

'What?" She cried. "No she doesn't! That's ridiculous. We're just good friends, and besides, she's totally straight."

"Who's straight?" A voice called from behind her. Emma whipped round and saw Belle standing beside her, smiling.

"Oh, uhhh… uhh, Elsa." She stammered, covering her tracks.

"Oh." Belle said thoughtfully. "Actually, I wouldn't be so sure. I think she might have a little bit of a crush on you, Em." She said, bumping her shoulder playfully.

"Jesus" Emma breathed. Was there no escape from these girls? Ruby was grinning up at her devilishly.

"Looks like you're a bit of a hot commodity around here, Em." Ruby said, raising her eyebrows and glancing at Belle. Belle's eyes widened and she laughed a little awkwardly.

"Ha, yeah. Anyway, there's a group of people playing spin the bottle. We were thinking of joining. You game?" She grinned.

"Seriously? Isn't that kind of lame."

"Oh come on, don't be boring. It will be fun!" Belle said, smiling.

"Okay fine, I'll be there in a sec." She replied. Belle wandered off to find the others.

"Oh yeah, she's totally into you." Ruby said, scoffing after Belle.

"No way dude. We're friends. She's _straight_." Emma said adamantly.

"Oka-ay, whatever you say." Belle said sarcastically, holding up her hands "But if we lived in the same dorm, I would definitely be a frequent visitor to your room." She whispered sexily in Emma's ear before walking away. Emma watched her bounce off. _She does have a really nice ass._ She thought to herself before shaking her head to snap out of it.

Emma wondered if Ruby was right. No, she couldn't be. Belle was _straight_. She and Belle were friends. _Just friends_. She had never flirted with her, or given her any indication that she was into her… had she? No. Ruby was being ridiculous she concluded as she wandered over to the sofas, Belle waving her over. Emma sighed and plopped herself down next to the brunette, who bumped her on the shoulder, grinning.

"You okay?" Belle asked.

"Yeah, fine. Ruby's just-"

"A bitch." Belle finished for her. Emma laughed

"Ooh, not a fan, B?" Emma asked, nudging her.

"I just don't trust her." She shrugged.

"Fair enough." Emma shrugged back. There was a pause before Belle launched in.

"And it's so obvious how desperate she is to get in your pants. It's gross. Seriously, I'm surprised she didn't just start taking off her clothes in front of you, there and then… Well, what little clothes she was wearing, anyway." Belle said with a look of disgust.

"Yeah, I don't think subtle is in her vocabulary." Emma grinned. Belle grinned back before their attention turned to the game that was going on in front of them.

"Okay! So, Elsa aaand" called Aurora, everyone watching the bottle at the centre of the group as it spun. "Killian!" She exclaimed.

"Aw, yeah!" Killian exclaimed, high fiving his fellow frat buddies. _What a dumbass_ thought Emma, glancing over at Elsa, who was grimacing.

"Come to daddy!" He said, crawling forward with his eyes closed and lips puckered.

"Why did I agree to play again?" Elsa groaned, looking at Belle for support.

"Sorry." Belle giggled.

Elsa closed her eyes, frowning as she made her way over to Killian. Everyone cheered as they kissed. Elsa quickly pulled away and began wiping at her lips. Belle and Emma were clinging onto each other from laughing so hard.

"Fuck you guys." Elsa said grumpily, slumping back in her seat.

"Careful Elsa, you might need to get tested for herpes." Emma said, causing Belle to erupt into another fit of giggles. Elsa glared at her, but she could see a smile forming on her lips.

"Okay, next!" Aurora called out. She spun the bottle and it landed on

"David!" She said. "Aaaand" the bottle was spun again. "Belle!"

Belle laughed awkwardly, blushing slightly. The tips of David's ears went bright pink as he smiled at her nervously. Belle leaned in and they shared a cute kiss. Everyone cheered again.

"Boring!" Said Aurora. "Come on people, where's the heat?" She cried. "Next!"

Belle blushed as they pulled apart and glanced at her feet. Emma nudged her softly, giving her googly eyes. Belle nudged her back a little harder. "Shut up." She whispered.

"Emma!" Aurora cried. Emma looked up confusedly upon hearing her name, then looked down at the bottle and saw it was pointing to her. _Oh christ_ she thought. She glanced around the circle and saw a few girls eagerly awaiting the next spin.

"Aaand" Aurora looked up at her. "Belle." Emma swallowed. She felt Belle stiffen beside her.

"No fair! Belle already had her kiss." Came a voice.

"Yeah, spin again!" Came another.

"No." Came a voice from outside the circle. "It landed on Belle so she has to kiss Emma. Those are the rules." Emma looked up and saw Ruby watching Belle with an evil smirk. _Fucking Ruby_ she thought, glaring at her. Belle turned to Emma with a slight look of panic.

"B, it's cool. It's just a kiss." Emma said reassuringly. Belle nodded and glanced nervously at Emma's lips. Emma reached a hand up to Belle's neck and softly pulled their faces close.

"You okay?" She whispered. Belle nodded.

Their lips met briefly. Belle's were soft, tentative and unsure at first, brushing gently over Emma's. Emma pressed a little harder and she swore she heard a low moan escape Belle's throat. Belle pressed forward into Emma and parted her lips. Emma gripped Belle's neck more firmly, causing the kiss to intensify. She nibbled gently at Belle's lower lip, who reached out a soft hand to cup her cheek as she ran her tongue along Emma's lower lip. Emma opened her mouth slightly and their tongues met, slowly twirling together. Emma moaned quietly and placed her free hand onto Belle's hip, squeezing softly. But before things got any further someone beside them coughed. Pulling them both out of their trance.

"Now that's what I'm talking about people!" Aurora exclaimed, smirking at Emma. Ruby looked pissed as she marched off to another room. Emma looked at Belle, who refused to meet her gaze, her cheeks a certain shade of crimson. David and Elsa were staring open mouthed at the pair of them.

"I. Uh. I have to use the bathroom." Belle stammered, standing up suddenly and clambering across the bodies around her.

"Wow Emma, are you that bad a kisser?" Killian called, causing all of his buddies to roar with laughter.

"Well, if Elsa's face was any indication of your kissing skills, I'd say you need to keep practicing with the John Mayer poster above your bed." She snapped. That shut him up. He glared angrily at Emma as she stood up. His buddies shoving him around and laughing even harder.

Emma saw Belle rushing up the stairs. She called after her to no response. Emma followed her up and wandered along the corridor to the bathroom. She knocked on the door gently.

"B?" She said softly.

"I'm fine." Came a voice from the other side.

"B, come on, let me in."

"I'm peeing."

Emma tried the handle, the door wasn't locked. She opened it slowly and saw Belle standing over the sink, her head hanging. She glanced up when she heard the door open, obviously upset.

"Are you okay?" Emma asked.

"I'm fine." She said, wiping at her eyes. She wasn't crying, but she looked like she was on the verge.

"No you're not."

"Look. I said I'm fine, okay?" She snapped. Emma sighed and closed the door.

'If you're fine then why did you run off?" Emma asked gently.

"I had to pee." Said Belle adamantly. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Don't. Don't give me that look, please. I just. I don't know. That was weird. It was weird. And it caught me off guard and I just freaked out, okay?" Belle said, her eyes watering. Emma stepped closer to her.

'Don't." She whispered. Emma stopped.

"It was just a stupid game, B. It didn't mean anything." Emma pleaded. Belle looked up at her sadly, sniffing, a single tear ran down her cheek which she quickly wiped away.

"Maybe not to you." She said quietly. Emma's eyes widened.

"What do you mean?" She asked.

"Nothing. I don't mean anything. I'm being stupid." She said.

"B. Do you… I mean. Fuck." Emma sighed, running a hand through her hair.

"Seriously? Do you have to do that right now?" Belle asked annoyedly. Emma paused.

"Do what?" She asked, confused.

"That sexy running your hand through your hair thing you always do. It's…" Belle paused. Emma pulled her hand out of her hair, blinking.

"Oh, uh, sorry." She said.

"No… I didn't mean." Belle fumbled. She exhaled loudly and sat down on the toilet seat. Emma hesitantly took a step towards her. Belle looked up at her sadly.

"You must think I'm such a loser." She said.

"B. I do not think that. I would never think that." She paused, thinking of how to word what she was going to say. "B, do you… like me? Like. Like me, like me? Like, more than friends or… I have no idea what I'm trying to say right now." She exhaled.

"Yeah you're pretty bad at this." Belle said, smiling slightly. Emma smiled back.

"It's okay, if you do. I mean, I don't care… I mean, I care, of course, but like I don't mind?" She attempted. Belle glanced at the floor.

"I don't know." She said quietly. "I mean, you're my friend. My really good friend, and you make me laugh and I love hanging out with you, and so I think 'well that's that.' But then, sometimes, you look at me and it's like… my stomach does little flippy things. Or you'll cuddle me when we're watching a movie and my heart will like start beating a little faster and, oh my god I sound so lame." She said, groaning, her head falling into her hands. Emma knelt in front of her and pulled her hands away.

"Hey, it's okay. I understand." She said gently, Belle glanced down at her hands in Emma's.

"And then, that kiss…" She said quietly, her words trailing off.

"I know." Emma said softly. Their faces were extremely close. Emma could feel Ruby's warm breath on her cheek. _God she's so beautiful,_ Emma thought, staring into a pair of wide blue eyes. Ruby glanced down at Emma's lips and closed the small space between them. Her lips softly pushing against Emma's, Emma kissed her back for a moment, then pulled away.

"Belle, I…"

"Oh god." Belle said embarrassedly. "I'm so sorry. I thought."

"No it's… Hey it's okay." Emma said, reaching up and stroking Belle's cheek. Belle looked up at her sadly.

"You're really attractive, Em." She sighed.

"And you're beautiful, B. So, so beautiful. I just…"

"You don't feel the same way." She said sadly.

"It wouldn't end well." Emma resigned.

"I understand."

"Can we still be friends?" Emma asked hopefully. Belle smiled sadly at her.

"Of course, Em. You can't get rid of me that easy." She grinned. Emma pulled her up and into a warm hug. The two girls sighed against each other.

"I'm sorry." Emma whispered over her shoulder.

"Don't be." Belle said, pulling back. "Besides, I wouldn't want to face the wrath of a dozen angry, horny sorority girls if they found out we were together." She laughed. Emma laughed back, and pulled her towards the door.

"Come on loser, let's go rejoin the party." She said. Belle stopped.

"Actually, I think I'm probably gonna head home. I don't really feel much like partying anymore." Belle replied, glancing up at Emma, who nodded.

"Do you mind if I come with?" She asked. "Not like that" She laughed. "I just, I have to get back to work on Professor Mills' project." Belle rolled her eyes.

"Come on nerd, let's go home." She smiled.

They crept downstairs and out the door, managing to escape unnoticed. 

* * *

><p><strong>So, that's the end of chapter 2! What do you guys think? Don't worry, there's plenty more SwanQueen to follow. Stay tuned for the next chapter! :)<strong>


	3. Chapter 3: That Was Definitely Something

**Hey guys!**

**Thanks again for all the positive feedback on the last chapter! I'm really glad you guys dig this story. A few people noted that I've accidentally swapped Ruby and Belle's names a couple of times, so my apologies for that. I'll try to proof read a little more thoroughly from now on.**

**Without further ado, here's Chapter 3! :)**

* * *

><p><strong>1.55pm<strong>

Emma was packing her notebook away after a long lecture on famous French sculptors of the 1700's when she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned to find Ruby smiling down at her.

"Hey!" She said brightly.

"What do you want Ruby?" Emma replied rudely, turning back to gather her things.

"Jeez, what crawled up your ass this morning?" She answered annoyedly, folding her arms. Emma glared up at her, then stood up so they were eye level.

"You know exactly why I'm pissed at you." She glowered.

"What? Because of the other night? Oh, come on! Lighten up, it was just a bit of fun!" She said defensively.

"No. You knew exactly what you were doing, and you knew Belle would get upset." Emma said angrily.

"Oh please, I didn't think she would run off crying over a stupid kiss. And besides, she had to face her feelings sometime, right?" She replied with a hint of attitude. Emma sighed.

"Look, Ruby. It really wasn't your place to get involved. I don't know what exactly you were trying to prove, but whatever. Belle and I are fine, so if you could just butt out of my love life, I would greatly appreciate it." She said sarcastically, preparing to move past her.

"Hey! Look, I'm sorry okay? Maybe it was a little mean. I'm sorry." She said defeatedly, unfolding her arms and reaching out to Emma.

"It's Belle you should be apologising to, not me." She replied, shrugging away from Ruby's touch.

"Okay, okay! I'll apologise to her next time I see her." She pouted.

"Good."

"So, are we still on for my tutoring session tomorrow?" Ruby asked flirtatiously. Emma sighed and ran a hand through her hair.

"Yeah, I guess. 5 o'clock in the library, right?"

"Right… Where's the library again?" She asked confusedly. Emma had to hold back a laugh, remembering the comment Professor Mills had made in her office.

"Um, across from the English building."

"Right, got it. See you then!" She said with a wink, disappearing up the stairs and out the door.

Emma leant down to grab her bag and noticed Professor Mills smirking at her. She felt her breath run short at the sight of the Professor looking at her. She was wearing a tight black dress that clung to every curve of her delectable figure. Emma couldn't help but run her eyes over the Professor appreciatively.

"Trouble in paradise?" She asked. Emma let out a short laugh. She paused, regarding the professor with a sheepish grin.

"Are you going to make a habit of listening in on all my private conversations?" She asked mock sarcastically.

"Well, they're becoming rather difficult to ignore. Especially when you have them three feet away from my desk." She answered with raised brow.

"Yeah, sorry about that." Emma sighed. "Ruby can be kind of an asshole."

"Need to know?" The professor asked.

"Probably." Emma nodded with a small smile. "She did ask me where the library was though." Emma marvelled at the sound of rich laughter that erupted from her professors throat. _God, she was sexy._

"Why am I not surprised?" She smiled knowingly, holding Emma's gaze for a moment. "How is your research coming along?" She continued.

"Oh, good actually! I think I have some stuff that may be of use."

"Did you ask your mother about those books?"

"I called her, yeah. She's in Paris for the weekend so she won't be able to give me a definite list until tomorrow. Sorry."

"That's not a problem. Paris, huh? How lovely. I love Paris." The professor smiled, her eyes wandering.

"Me too." Emma smiled. "Yeah, my mom travels a lot."

"What does she do?" She asked interestedly, perching on the end of her desk.

"She owns an art gallery in my hometown."

"Ah, so that's where you get it from." She smiled knowingly. Emma smiled back.

"Yeah, she's kind of my biggest inspiration." Emma laughed. "Sorry, that sounds so lame."

"Not at all. I think it's lovely that you have such a close bond with your mother. She sounds like an interesting woman."

"Yeah, she's something alright." Emma sighed. She thought she detected a momentary flicker of sadness in the Professors eyes, but it was gone so quickly she disregarded it.

"Anyway, I'll see you tonight? 5 o'clock?" Emma smiled, picking up her backpack.

"5 o'clock." The professor confirmed, returning to her things.

Emma walked out of the lecture hall, smiling contentedly to herself. Excited at the prospect of spending an evening with the professor.

**4.55pm**

Emma took a deep breath and opened the door to Professor Mills' office, she was immediately greeted by 5 pairs of eyes staring back at her. She paused, slightly taken aback, then lifted her wrist to look at her watch.

"Am I late?" She asked, panicking slightly.

"No. Everyone else was just early." Professor Mills stated, regarding her with that alluring smirk she seemed to save just for her.

"Oh, okay." She replied nervously, walking over to where everyone was seated. She glanced to the side of the room and noticed a lone chair, walking over tentatively she picked it up and placed it next to a pretty Asian girl, who regarded her with a small smile. Emma smiled back, sitting down.

"Right then. Now that everyone is here I thought we'd begin with each of you giving a short presentation of your weeks research findings. This is Emma's first evening with us so I want her to hear about some the topics we've been pursuing and their relevancy to the book." Everyone glanced over at Emma, who smiled nervously in response.

"Okay, Mr. Hood. You may go first." The professor stated, sitting down and putting on her thick, black reading glasses. _Damn she looked hot in those glasses_ Emma thought absentmindedly, staring at her. The professors eyes flickered to her momentarily and she saw the corners of her mouth turn up slightly.

Mr. Hood, or 'Robin', gave a short presentation on his findings in Will Durant's book 'The Renaissance.' An obvious choice, thought Emma. But he spoke eloquently, and approached the book with clear and thought-provoking insight, stating it's relevancy to the project at hand. He was good, Emma noted. The rest of the meeting went on very much the same, with everyone standing up and giving their presentations. The pretty Asian girl, 'Mulan' was her name, had given an impressive, passionate review of H.H Arnason's 'A History of Modern Art', her critical analysis of abstract sculpture was inspired. She was obviously the most knowledgable of the group. Emma smiled at her as she sat back down, she shyly returned the smile, tucking her dark brown hair behind her ear.

"Emma?"

She glanced up at the sound of her name to find the Professor waiting expectantly.

"Mm?" She responded, having been slightly distracted by the pretty brunette.

"Let's see what you've got." The professor said with a smirk, taking her reading glasses off and resting her chin on her knuckles.

"Oh, right, sure." Emma stammered, fumbling with the zipper on her backpack before pulling out a tatty and obviously very old book. Professor Mills glanced at the book with intrigue.

"So, uh… I found this in a really old book shop in Florence last year. And it's uh… Well it's pretty incredible really. It's about the life of this guy called Luciano Del Sarto, who was at the centre of the Italian art scene in the mid to late 1400's. Apparently this guy was close friends with all the greats. Da Vinci, Michelangelo, Botticelli, Titian, Raphael… he knew them all. He spoke to them regularly about their work, their inspiration, their lives, and he wrote this book about the things they confided in him. Some of the stuff in here is pretty crazy."

"May I see that?" Professor Mills interrupted, extending a hand towards the book.

"Oh yeah, sure." Emma said, handing it over. The professor opened the book and flicked through a few pages, frowning.

"This is all in Italian." She stated.

"Well, yeah." Emma replied nervously.

"You read Italian?" She asked, glancing at her with intrigue.

"Yeah." She replied, holding her gaze. The professor was looking at her in a way that Emma couldn't quite put her finger on. She suddenly broke eye contact, turning the book to look at the front cover.

"Del Sarto?" She questioned. "I've never heard of him." Emma sighed.

"I know. No one has. When I asked the owner of the book shop about him she said she'd never heard of him. The only bit of information I've ever found on him was in a book about Da Vinci's life, where it said that he would often stay at Del Sarto's house in Florence for long periods of time, to work. Other than that, there's nothing."

"Can we really rely on the information in a book written by a man who basically didn't exist?" Robin scoffed from the other side of the group. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Well, he did exist because otherwise he wouldn't have been able to write this book." She said sarcastically, the rest of the group snickered. Robin glared at her.

"Yes, but there's nothing substantial out there about him, there's no proof that he was friends with any of those artists. How do we know anything he's saying in this book is true?" He argued.

"He has a point, Emma." The professor added, still glancing at the book. Robin looked over at Emma smugly. She felt an angry blush creep up her neck, but she wasn't going to show her disappointment.

"Well, there's proof that he was close to Da Vinci, and there's a lot of really interesting stuff about him in here. Stuff about his life and the inspiration for his work that I've never read elsewhere." She said. Professor Mills glanced up at her.

"Okay, Emma. I'll give it a chance. If you bring me some translated extracts that you think could be of use, I'll certainly look them over."

Robin huffed and slunk back into his chair. Emma smiled triumphantly and sat back down.

**7pm**

"Okay everyone, I think we can adjourn for the evening. You're all excused." The professor said, placing her reading glasses back on her nose and going through the papers on her desk.

Emma was gathering her things when she felt a hand on her shoulder. She looked up and saw Mulan smiling down at her.

"Hey, don't worry about Robin. He's a pompous ass who thinks he knows everything. He can't stand his intellect being challenged." She said, looking over at him warily.

"Believe me, I am not about to be intimidated by a guy who uses that much hair gel." She replied. Mulan giggled. Emma glanced up at her. "I thought your presentation was really great. You obviously know your stuff." She said smilingly.

"Thanks." The brunette replied, blushing slightly. "You too. I have to admit, I was pretty skeptical when Professor Mills told us she'd recruited a freshman for the project. I mean, that's practically unheard of. She's insanely selective when it comes to the students she works with, and even if she does pick you it's basically impossible to please her. But listening to you talk today. I mean, wow…" She smiled, Emma smiled back embarrassedly. "She was definitely right to pick you, and it's weird… I think she actually likes you, which is crazy because she doesn't like anyone. She actually looked interested in what you had to say… Honestly, at one point, he looked so pissed I thought Robin's head was going to explode." She laughed. Emma was trying to fight back the grin that was threatening to take over her face. _Wow._ She thought. Did Professor Mills really like her that much? She tried not to read too much into it. "And I thought that book sounded really interesting, I'd love to read it… You know, if it was in English." Mulan finished.

"Well, I could translate the really juicy bits for you, if you wanted? Maybe over coffee sometime?" She asked. Mulan looked up at her, blushing.

"Really?" She asked. Emma nodded. "Yeah, I would like that." She replied with a shy smile. "It's so cool that you know Italian. My parents always pushed me to speak a third language, but I was never into it." She continued.

"What other language do you speak?" Emma asked interestedly.

"Chinese." She smiled.

"Well, that's pretty impressive. I don't think I could ever learn Chinese."

"Well it's pretty easy when you learn it from birth." She shrugged, smiling. Emma laughed softly.

"Yeah, that does give you a slight advantage." She replied.

"Anyway, I better head off. Lots of work to do." She sighed. "It was nice to meet you, I'll see you around."

"See you." Emma smiled after her as she walked away. She had just begun packing her things away when she heard Robin's voice over by Professor Mills' desk. She paused for a moment to listen.

"Hey, so Regina. I was wondering if you maybe wanted to grab a coffee sometime?" He asked nervously, his hands shoved into his pockets. She looked up at him slowly with a raised eyebrow. He took a hand out of his pocket and reached up to rub the back of his neck.

"Uhh… um… I mean so we could go over some of the research together. You know but uhh… just the two of us and uh, with, uh… coffee?" He attempted.

"I hardly think that would be appropriate Mr. Hood. And it's Professor Mills." She replied with a deadpan tone, returning to the notes on her desk.

"No, of course not. You're right. Sorry Professor." He stuttered. Turning on his heel and rushing out of the room as quickly as he could. Emma was smirking to herself as he brushed past her, the tips of his ears bright pink.

"Ouch." Emma said, still packing away her things.

"It seems you're not the only one with co-ed crush problems, Ms. Swan." The professor replied nonchalantly.

"Apparently." Emma smirked. The brunette glanced up at her with a small smile.

"The book." She said. "I'd be lying if I said I'm not intrigued. I would very much like to read it."

"I can lend it to you." Emma offered, reaching to unzip her backpack.

"As much as I appreciate the offer, I can't read Italian." She stated. Emma paused.

"Ah." She said. "Well… I could come back here anytime and read through it with you. Maybe not the whole thing, but the bits which I think you would find interesting." She offered.

"I couldn't ask you to give up any more of your time for me, Ms. Swan." She retorted.

"I don't mind. Honestly, I would feel bad if you had to live your life never knowing what was in this book." She replied, holding it up tauntingly.

"That good, huh?" The professor smirked.

"Oh, yeah. There's some serious juice in these pages." She answered with a wink. The professor laughed. _Again with that laugh_ thought Emma.

"Alright, Ms. Swan. I'll take you up on your offer. How does Thursday evening sound to you?" Emma tried to recall if she had any plans on Thursday. Even if she did, she would have cancelled them.

"Sure, Thursday works for me. We could grab a coffee?" Emma asked seriously, then laughed when she saw her Professor's raised brow.

"I'm kidding." She said, holding out her hands out in defence.

"Very funny Ms. Swan." The professor replied with a roll of her eye. "Be here for 6pm, okay?"

"Sure thing. See you later." She called, turning to walk out of the office.

"Goodbye, Emma." The professor smiled after her. Shaking her head as she closed the door. _That girl was certainly something_. She thought to herself.

* * *

><p><strong>5.05pm<strong>

Every eye in the library turned to Ruby as she bounded towards Emma, wearing a tiny vest and even tinier shorts, sipping on an iced latte. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Hey, Em!" She said brightly, reaching down to give her a hug.

"Hey, Ruby. You ready?" She asked, reluctantly returning the hug.

"I just got here, can't we chill for a sec?" She frowned.

"You asked me to help you study." Emma stated, gesturing to the books laid out on the table.

"Fine." She huffed, plopping into her seat and glancing round the room.

"I hate it in here, it's so quiet" She sulked.

"It's a library…" Emma replied, frowning slightly.

"Yeah, but there's like, 0 positive energy in here. Serious negative vibes." She replied, Clueless style. Emma couldn't help the smirk that formed on her lips.

"So." She said, turning to Emma whilst sucking seductively on her straw. "What have you got for me?"

**6.25pm**

They were flicking through a book of famous Italian Renaissance paintings, pausing every so often to analyse particular details. Ruby was leaning in as close to Emma as physically possible. Every time she attempted to move away, Ruby scooted even closer, so she gave up trying. Ruby was rubbing her leg against Emma's and brushing over her hand every few page turns, Emma knew she was doing it on purpose, but tried to ignore it.

"Why are all these chicks so ugly? Like, why couldn't these people find any hot chicks to draw?" Ruby asked, wrinkling her nose. Emma rolled her eyes.

"Well, they didn't have Sephora and YouTube make-up tutorials back then." She said sarcastically. Ruby snorted.

"Yeah, right. Even highlighter and contour couldn't save these trolls." Emma laughed. Ruby was shallow, but she had her humorous moments.

"I'm bored." She huffed. "Can we talk about something else for a while?"

"Ruby, you asked me to help you study." Emma reasoned.

"I know, but we've been studying for like, forever now. I already feel way smarter, so can we just take a little break? Please?" She pouted. Emma sighed and closed the book.

"Fine, we might as well finish now anyway. What do you want to talk about?" She asked, running a hand through her hair.

"Are you seeing anyone?" Ruby asked suggestively. _She certainly doesn't waste any time._ Thought Emma.

"No, not right now." She said carefully.

"Do you like anyone?" She asked, grinning sexily. Emma detected a hint of hopefulness in her expression.

"No. I'm not really interested in dating anyone right now." She stated plainly. Ruby frowned.

"Why not?" She asked disappointedly.

"Because I'm not." Emma shrugged.

"What about sex?" Ruby asked casually. Emma choked slightly.

"What about it?" She replied.

"Are you fucking anyone?" She asked directly. Emma could feel a blush rising up her neck.

"No, Ruby. I'm not 'fucking' anyone, as you so eloquently put it." She said with a hint of annoyance. She didn't like people poking so obviously into her personal business.

"Well, I mean, like, you could be. You could have your pick of most of the girls on campus, so I just figured you'd be making the most of it." She shrugged. Emma sighed and ran a hand through her hair, Ruby watched as she did it.

"Honestly, I'm not good at relationships and no strings sex doesn't stay that way for long. In the end someone always wants more, and the other person, usually me, doesn't. So it ends up messy and there's always drama and I really don't need any drama in my life right now." She stated. Ruby nodded.

"I get it." She said. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"You do?" She asked.

"Of course. Sex always comes with drama, especially with girls, with all the feelings and emotions attached to it, it can get messy, fast. With guys, not so much." She shrugged. Emma stared incredulously at her for a moment. Ruby was actually making sense for once.

"But, I know a girl who would _love_ to have sex with you, absolutely no strings attached." She added flirtatiously, running a finger across the back of Emma's hand. _And, she's back. _She thought, letting out a short laugh.

"Well if I'm ever in the mood for a booty call, I'll let you know." She said sarcastically, gathering up her things. Ruby huffed.

* * *

><p><strong>5.45pm<strong>

Emma was typing up the last of her translations for Professor Mills when she heard a knock at the door.

"It's open!" She called.

The door creeped open and Belle stepped into the room. Emma smiled, she hadn't seen her since that Friday night. Belle smiled back shyly.

"Hey, B. What's up?" Emma greeted her warmly.

"Hey, do you have a minute?" She asked.

"I was just about to head out. But I've got a few minutes until I'm officially late, so, shoot." She said, packing away her MacBook.

"Okay, um. I just wanted to say sorry for the other night." Emma's head snapped up.

"Belle, you do not have to apologise for that, ever." She said adamantly. Belle shrugged.

"I know, but it was all so stupid and I really don't want anything to come between our friendship." She replied.

"B, you're my best friend here. Nothing is gonna change that." Emma said earnestly. "Unless you like, went all American Pyscho and tried to axe me death or something." Belle giggled.

"No I don't think I've quite reached that level of insanity." She laughed.

"Good." Emma replied with a smile. "So we're cool?" She asked, walking over to Belle with outstretched arms.

"Totally." She replied, wrapping her arms around Emma's neck. "David and Elsa were pretty pissed that we ditched them though." She said, pulling back.

"Oh shit! I totally forgot about them." Emma cried, smacking her forehead. "I better text an apology."

"Don't worry, I told David what happened." She said. Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Oh really? When did you see Nolan?" She mused. Belle blushed slightly.

"Um, we kind of hung out all weekend, actually." She said shyly. Emma's eyes widened.

"Oh reaaaaally?" She replied with a grin.

"Yeah… He's a really good listener… We sat in his room and talked till like 3am on Saturday night." She said smiling.

"Just talking, huh?" Emma mocked, nudging Belle, who rolled her eyes and laughed.

"Yes, we just talked… But he asked me out." She said shyly.

"And did you say yes?" Emma asked.

"Maybe." Belle smiled knowingly.

"That's great B!" Emma cried, pulling Belle in for a tight hug. "That's so great, you guys are cute together." She smiled.

"Yeah, I guess so. I wasn't sure at first, but he kissed me a couple of times and it was really nice. So I thought, what the hell!" She laughed. Emma smiled.

"I'm really happy for you, B." She said softly.

"Thanks, Em" she replied, smiling shyly.

"Right, so I have to go. But we'll catch up one night this week, yeah? I want to hear all about this magical weekend." She grinned. Belle laughed.

"Shut up." She said embarrassedly. "Where are you going, anyway? Hot date?" She asked, wiggling her eyebrows.

"Ha. I wish. I've got some stuff to go over with Professor Mills." She shrugged.

"Ah, wouldn't want to keep the Evil Queen waiting." Belle said with mock fear.

They both walked out of her room. "Actually, she's not so bad. She's actually pretty cool." Emma said whilst locking her door. Belle fake gasped.

"Is unattainable Emma hot for teacher?" She asked with a grin. Emma laughed and ran a hand through her hair.

"Hey, I'm not unattainable!" She said, slightly offended. Belle looked at her curiously.

"Oh my god, you're totally into her aren't you?" She said, grinning wildly.

"Shut up, I am not." Emma said, punching her lightly on the arm.

"Emma's got a crush, Emma's got a crush." Belle sang mockingly.

"I'm leaving now!" Emma said, walking away. Chuckling as Belle's mock singing echoed down the hall.

**6pm**

Emma knocked on the door to the professor's office.

"Come in." Came a voice from the other side.

Emma pushed open the door and peered round.

"Hey." She said softly.

"Hi." Came the response. The professor glanced up at her from the notes on her desk. Emma pushed the door open the rest of the way and held up two lattes.

"I thought since we couldn't go to the coffee, the coffee could come to us." She grinned. The professor stood up and took off her glasses.

"Oh my god. You're a saint." She said, reaching out to the cups. Emma laughed and handed one over to her. The professor grabbed it and took a long sip, moaning softly. Emma blushed slightly at the sound, feeling a familiar stirring in her core. _Jesus, I need to get laid._ She thought, quickly taking a sip of her own coffee to mask how turned on she was.

"Oh god, I needed that." The professor sighed.

"I could tell." Emma said flirtatiously, her eyebrows raised over her cup. She thought she detected a hint of a blush on the professors cheeks, but she quickly laughed it off and sat down.

"Shall we?" She said, motioning to the chair on the opposite side of her desk.

**6.45pm**

"Wow." The professor breathed, removing her glasses and leaning back in her chair. Emma had just finished translating one of the more scandalous exerts of the book. "This is… amazing stuff." She said, almost laughing, a twinkle in her eye.

"I know right." Emma grinned.

"Really, I can't thank you enough for agreeing to read this to me. It's incredible." She smiled. Emma smiled back shyly.

"It's really no problem Professor Mills."

"Regina."

"Hm?" Said Emma confusedly.

"Regina. You can call me Regina. But only when it's just the two of us. In class I'm Professor Mills, okay?" She stated.

"Oh, okay, sure… Regina." Emma replied, liking the way the name felt on her tongue.

"So, Ms. Swan. When did you learn Italian?" The professor asked with intrigue, resting her chin on her knuckles. Emma exhaled lightly.

"Well, I learned a little here and there from visits with my mom. We'd go maybe once a year, she was fluent of course. And when I decided I was going to travel Europe last year I made an effort to learn the languages of the places I was visiting. My mom helped me, and by the end of my time there I was fluent."

"Places? Plural?" She asked. "How many other languages can you speak?"

"Well, I'm fluent in French and Italian, and I know a little Greek. But, honestly my Greek is terrible." She laughed, stopping when she noticed the way the professor was looking at her. Emma's face felt a little warmer. _Jesus those eyes. _She thought, noting the way they were staring intently into hers.

"You're really very impressive, Emma." She said with a small smile. Emma blushed even harder.

"Uh. Thanks Prof… uh, Regina." She stuttered, swallowing.

"Have you given any thought as to what you might do when you graduate?" She asked, leaning back and folding her arms. Emma ran a hand through her hair.

"Actually… I'd really love to teach. Well, to lecture. College. Like you." She replied, smiling shyly. The professors eyes widened slightly in surprise.

"Really?" She asked. "Why?"

"Honestly… Because of my mother." She said.

"Your mother?" Regina asked confusedly.

"Yeah. Well, I mean, she's been this constant source of inspiration throughout my life. She's given me everything. Her knowledge, her passion, her ambition, the ability to travel and experience life in a way that's so different to everyone else. She has this way of seeing the beauty in everything, something which I like to think she's passed on to me, and… the thought of being able to share that wealth of knowledge and passion, to inspire other people like she inspires me. Well, I think I'd have a pretty happy life." She stopped when she noticed Regina smiling sadly at her.

"Are you okay Regina?" She asked.

"Hm? What? Oh, yes, I'm fine. Sorry. I was just listening to you." Emma raised an eyebrow.

"Yes. I, um. Well, let's just say that my mother is uh… Well, she's not quite as lovely as yours." She said regrettably. Emma frowned, a wave of guilt washing over her.

"Oh. I'm sorry Regina, If I had known-"

"No, don't be silly! I'm fine, really. It's lovely to hear to talk about your mother. I should very much like to meet her one day." She smiled.

"She's flying over to see me next month. Maybe I could arrange a lunch date for the three of us? I'm sure she'd love to meet you too, I've already told her about you." Emma paused, realising what she had just said. _Way to play it cool, Swan_. She thought. The professor smirked at her.

"You've told your mother about me?" She asked. Emma desperately tried to think of a response that didn't make her sound like a stalker.

"Well, of course. You're my Art History professor, she wanted to know what you were like." She replied. _Nice save. _She thought. The professor nodded.

"Of course." She said. Emma stood up and started to gather her things.

"Well, I should get going. The line in the dinner hall always gets crazy long after 7."

The professor stood up and walked round to the front of the desk, perching on the edge. Emma stole a glance at her legs as she continued to pack away her things. They looked even more delicious up close. She couldn't help but picture her fingers running along them. Starting to get a little flustered, she dropped her notebook on the floor. Both her and the professor bent down to pick it up, their fingers brushing as they reached at the same time. Emma paused, curling her fingers in slowly, refusing to meet the Professor's gaze as they both stood up, not wanting her to see how much she was blushing. _Get your shit together, Swan, or she's going to think you're a total creep. _Shaking it off, she smiled, reaching out for her notebook, her eyes finally meeting the professors, who was gazing at her curiously, that smirk once again playing on her lips.

"Thanks." She said, taking her notebook and stuffing it in her backpack.

"No, thank you, for the coffee and taking the time to read this to me, it's been very interesting. You'll have to tell me if there's anything I can do to repay the favour." She smiled.

"I can think of a few things." Emma said flirtatiously. _Holy fucking shit. That sounded so inappropriate. She's going to think you were talking about sex._ She thought, panicking. _Don't make it obvious that you're embarrassed, just go with it. _She thought professor's eyes had widened in shock._ Play it cool. Just dial it back a notch._

"Let me buy you a coffee?" She attempted. _Cool as a cucumber. _She thought, though she felt anything but.

"You already did that." The professor said with a smirk, surprise still evident in her eyes.

"Okay." Emma laughed. "Tough crowd. I meant let me take you to a coffee shop and buy you a coffee. You know, sit down, gossip about our friends, tell each other our wildest dreams, braid each others hair, that sort of thing." The professor started to laugh. "Come on, what have you got to lose?" Emma asked with a grin. The professor glanced at her with intrigue.

"Nothing, I suppose." She resigned.

"Great." Emma couldn't stop the smile that spread across her face.

"But, don't tell the others. I don't want to break poor Robin's heart." She mused. Emma laughed.

"It will be our little secret." She winked.

"We seem to have a few of those." She replied. Emma swore she detected a hint of flirtation in her voice. The two women held their gaze for a moment longer than usual. Emma's eyes flickered down to Regina's lips, and slowly lifted back up to her dark brown eyes, which shone with a devilish glint. Emma was on the verge of leaning in when the professor pulled her out of her daze.

"I'll see you on Monday, Ms. Swan." She said softly, the smirk returning to her lips.

"Bye, Regina." Emma breathed, slightly disappointed, but not letting it show. She gathered up the rest of her things and walked out of the office.

_Holy shit. _She thought, mentally high-fiving herself. _That was definitely something._

* * *

><p><strong>That's the end of Chapter 3! Please let me know what you guys think, I love reading your comments! :) Stay tuned for Chapter 4!<strong>


End file.
